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To his deare Achates, Maſter 
| Richard Warburto! On, 


5) Aruaile you may, at the 
" FO proach of theſe 
my wi rar -ay + the 
firſt borne of my barren 


4 


== =] inuention, who begotten 
inmy _—_ age nuw ſtepri intothe world 


to As ſome worthie Godfather: but cer- 


tes if you weigh the maucing motines, 

whoſe all-tuft Geſp Dp fedngrs 
r1e tempted my triutall muſe to this pre- 
ſumption : 1 dare before hand, ſeale my 
ſelfe a pardon, and promiſe gracious ac- 
ceptance,tothismy poore Orphant in your” 
boſome.F hope you ſhall finde him ready 
to acknowledge you before the world, nos 


A? for 


The Epiſtle Dedicatorie. 

for his owne ſake alone, but for mine alſo, 
who confeſſe my ſelfe ſo much indebted 
t 7 your loue, as me thinkesF can nener de- 


clareit ſu ufficientl , ul thus the _ be 


witnes t0 tt. 


Your due, 
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ACOLASTVS HIS © 
AFTER-WIT.. 


Emubulus. Acolaitus. 


Raſe on deare Flocks,&:tend your bleſſed feeding, PS 


While your ſad Maſter wofull and forlorne, 
In his pooreLambesa cr 10g leſſon reading, 
With Sin-bred ſorrow hayles the weeping morne; 
The morne,who ſampling mentheu ſinnes to rue, 
Hath waſht carths motley face in weeping dewe. 


Faire Queene .Awora, Beautie of the Eaſt, | 

What vncouth chance thy wonted cheete hath blent? 

Whoſe blichſomevp-riſe makes Nights priſoners bleſt, 

And greets their waking harts with {iyeet content: 
What ſpite hath rob'd thee of thy golden rayes, 
The mild fore-runners of our Sommer dayes ? 


O may itbe the Heauen-threatning deeds, 

Of Earth-bred Gyants, Adams (infull brood, 

Thus gars thee maske in mal-contented weeds, 

Drowning thedaicslightin a miſtie moode? (grone? 
What makes Heauens weep,thee lowre and carthto 
T'is men haue {inn'd,oh let them learne tomone. 
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O bottomles benignitic of God, 
In ſchooling his pooreſheepe from wanton gates, 
Steadof Reuenge,he Joth but ſhew the rod, ' 
Heloues our ſaftie while our finnes he hates. 

See,ſee, (O man) thine cuerlaſting ſhame, 

All creatures rue the rigour of thy blame. 
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| The brazen heauens conſpire againſt our good, 
Wreathing their watry browes1n cloudes of raine: 
Theearth denies to nurſe her wicked brood, 
Wiſhing all fleſh within her wombeagaine. 
All creatures crie ypon vs for offendin 
And will not ceafe till we profeſſe amending. 


The ſeruants rating ſhould rebuke the ſonne, 

A wiſe man ſchooles himſelfe by others follie, 

With the dumbe creatures Tuſtice hath begunne; 

Godsfire is fierce, yet with the flame we dallie : 
Our turne is next,Wrath beateth on our ſhoares, 
Deathand deſtrution linger at our doores. 


Ourneighbour countrics burne in ciuill fire, 
And Nero-like we warme vs by the flame, 
Securitie that falſe-ſuggeſting lier, 
$O MmasKcs our eyes,we doe not feare our game, 
Till we haueproued with too deare a price, | 
Thatto our chance,their Fortune caſts the dice. i q 
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Weof all people once thatwerethe pelte, 

Thruſtin a frozen corner of the North, 

Almightie [oxe hath choſen to himſelfe, 

And made vs famous ouer all the earth, 
Crowning our Land with Plenty and with peace, 
For nothing hinders when the Lord will bleſle. 


Froſt-bitten ſnakes,tht Lord tooke pittie on ys, 
Warming our Clymat with his Sunne of grace, 
And moreto powre his bleflings downe vpon vs, 
Makes vs triumphant in our foes diſgrace : 
Thatall our Neighbours in amazement ſtand, 
Toſce heauens rayne downe graces on our Land, |, 


But O friend-loſing, baſc ingratitude, 
Blacke lothſome ditch whereall deſertis drownd; 
What doth Gods deepe benignitic allude, 
But that we ſhould be thankfull to the ground 2 
The ground,the roote,the fountaine of our bliſle : 
For Godthe tounder of cachbleſling is. 


But Serpent-like,we ſting his bleſſed name, 

Andſtaine Gods honour by the filth of ſinning; 

Our wicked liues arenow the very ſame 

They were when as our light was young beginning : 
Ourliues (faid I) oh ris my finnes O God, 
That merit beating with thine yron-rod. 
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In the May moneth of my blooming yeares, 
Liuing in pleaſures,caſc,and hearts content, 
NowamlT forced to lament with tcarcs, 
Contempr-of dutic and my time miſpent: 

O thou from whom repentant humours grorv, ' 
Raiſe in mine cyts an cucrlaſting flowe. 


| Thou bronghreſt fountzines forthaſtonyrocke, 
Manna from Heauen,Quailes came with a wind: 
O teach me how to ſeeke,to aske,toknocke; 
Let frailtic fauour,ſorrowes ſuccour find : 
Teach meto ſpend the remnant of my dayes 
Infinnes rebuke,and thine cternall prayle. 


Although the Aprill of my dayes be ſpent, | 
In ſcruiceof the world, fleſh and deuill, 1 
And though my antick-age was freely-lent 1 
Tothecommirting of accurſed euill: 
Yet let,oh letan old mans facrihize 
Obtaine ſome fauour in thy gracious eyes, 


Thou calleſtſome at morning,ſomeat noone, 
Theſe beare the heate and burthen of theday 
And ſomethoucall'ſt, when toyling time is done, 
Yergiueſt them all an equall parted pay: 

Bidding them reſt contented with their lot, 


Sincenotdeſert, but Mercie paies the ſhot. 


eAculaftns his after-wit, © 
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Thou gau'ſt Repentanceto the dying Theete, 

Pronouncing him true heire of Paradice : 

His tearcs obtained pardon through belcefe, 

Of frozen Conſcience fortothawe the yce: (him, 
Thou bad(t him laugh at death, though it did paine 
Abrahams \weetbolom ſtraightſhould entertain him, 


Vpon theſe preſidents though not ws uming, 

With proſtrate hcart,and cleuated hands, 

The hcauie burthen of my hearts griefetuning, 

Before thy throne, where Truth and Mercy ſtands, 
I boldly come to beg my ſoules releaſe, 
Andreconcilementto thy blefled peace. 


7 Forget (my God) the folly of my youth, 
* Howl miſled, haueled my doting daies, 
= How (ſpitefully Iſpurnedatthy truth , 
Andskorn'd to ſet my footing in thy waies ; 
In this thy Mercy ſhall appeare much greater, 
| For pardoning him that was ſo deepe adebter. 


Thou that didſt once remoue ſo many deuils 

From Magaalen the penitent offender , 

Roote out of mea legion of euils, 
* AndIproportionable praiſe will render. 
Worke in me Lord,and heare my poore requeſt , 
Then willIdarethe moſt, and vow the beſt. £4 
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 Andfor(O Lord) oneright-conceiued thought 
Comes notin compaſſeof my poore eleQion, 
But thatmy words and workes,and all are naught, 
Safe-conduct me this day by thy direction, 
Thar for my youth-bred follies goneand paſt, 
My Teares may makeattonementnow at laſt. 


Acolzs, Come pining Cares betroth'd to Diſcontent, | 
Heart-killing griefs, ſad {ſighes come dwell with me, 
Helpe with your teares my fountaines of lament, 
Leaſtere my forrowes ceaſe, they dried be : 
If weeping dewe be wanting to my woe, 
My heart will bleede,cuen to ſupplic their flowe, 


 AﬀeRions Thrall, AffiQtions Slaue I am, =_y 
O curſed life led captiue in this ſort, Y 
Dame Fancies toole,and Fortunes chicfcſt game, 
Which vnto each aſſault yeeld Reaſons fort. 
O vnaduiſed, Treaſon-working eyes, 
Youare the cauſe my life in paſſion dycs. 


So long I warm'd my ſelfe by Beautics fire, 
Deeming it dead,muchlike a painted flame, 
Till ſecretly I burnd in hot defire, 
And grew to bea Cocke of Yenus game : 
- My martyrd minde was caſt in Cypids iayle, 
Andnonebutone my priſoned thoughts can bayle. 
Vt 
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Vtvidi,ut pery now I ms ſing, 
Moaning my skant foreſight with wealaday : 
For at mine eyes my heart did ſucke the ſting, 
That workes my ruineand my liues decay. 
No maruaile men enioy a ſcldomereſt, 
Neſtling ſuch Traytor foes within their breaſt, 


O paſſing priuiledge that blind men haue, 

In wanting fight,they want a thouſandſinnes ; 

And neucr any yet was Vers Slaue, 

Burt in his eye the venome firſt beginnes. 
Blinde are not poyſon'd with the baites of Beantie, 
Which Syren-like,tiſe men from God and dutie. 


Poore fooliſh Blinkard,Bead{-manvnto Chriſt, 
For reſtitution of long lacked ſight, 
I maruaile what they fancie ſo inticte, 
Tobedcfirous of this lothſome light 2 
Alas,what profit haue we by oureyes, 
Saue finnes attaintin viewing Vanities ? 


Lament © Heauens,ſight robbeth thee of Saints, 
And mourne pooreſoules,fight ſpoyleth you of grace: 
Yet ſight deſerueth not theſe hard complaints, 
Luſt is the theefe, Sight but his entring place. 
Yet muſt I ſay Sight isnot free from in, 
Sincetheefe he is,that theefe receiucthin. 
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Of 
Why ragel thus againſt my retchles eyes 7 
No ſenſe but train d me to my Tragedie, 
And cowardly conſorted to deuiſe * 
My liuing death,paſt hope or remedie : 
Yeaall my parts tooke part to doe me wrong, 
AndIalone muſt battaile with my tongue. 


Poore helples helpe,that wronged louers haue, 

Whe harts deep woundis veng'd with ſhallow words , 

ThePrnſoner rayling,yet is madeaflaue, 

Griefte fights with ſhadowes,while it feeleth ſwords: 
So pecks the Doue whilſt Rauens pierſt her breſt, 


So fares the Wren, when Children rob her neſt, 


Finding my ſenſes foes, I made appeale 
Totheright-deeming cenſure of my hart; 
Hoping that Reaſon would become my bayle, 
And rid me from this inward pining ſmart : 
Butlong cre this,the Senſes inſurrection 


Brought Reaſon, Heart and all in foule ſubicion, 


Where ſhould a man goe ſecke for(iluer ſtreames, 
When ſprings are poyſned,fountaines turnd to mud ? 
What brightnes canariſe from borowed beames, 
When Phebzs fleets,the ſoucraigne of our good ? 

Or wher's the ſoules Atturney,when the hart, 


Being once corrupted,takes the worſer part ? 
Miſguided 
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Miſguided heart, madealyen from the forme 

Of thy pure Makers glorious Creation , 

Coward, why didſt thou yceld to Fancies ſtorme, 

And ſtoupe to Luſt that fouleabhomination * 
Hadſtthou with Reaſons bit,checkt raging will, 
A ſmall foreſight might haue foreſtald this ill. 


O where was Prayer the Soules Ambaſſadour, 

To muſter heauenly troupes of powrefull ayde, 

When Sinneand Hell firſt labour'd to defloure 

Thy bodies Temple, Gods vnſpotted Maide ? 
Chriſt bids thee knock for help & thou ſhalthaue it, 
Thenlet him helples dye that will not craueit. = 


Thou ſhouldſt haue ſommond Hope and Charitie, 
Mount-mouing Faith, hot Zeale,and perfe& Loue, 
Free-giuen Grace,true Courage, Conſtancie, 
With ſuch like gifts deſcending fromaboue : 

The ſmalleſt handfull of this holy band, 

Had kept the diuell from ſeazing onthy land, 


Lookeas the Chaffe diſperſt before the wind, 

Oras the dewe exhaled by the Sunne, | 
Orasadreame which 5x fo nonecan find, * 
Orasathought ended ere well begunne: 


So fancies dye, fo foone we ſtifle euil], 
If wereliſt the motiues of the deuill. 
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O hartles hart, falſe flaue to falſe delight, 
Why didſtthou tremble ere the Trumpet ſounded, 
Yeelding thy ſelfe to finne before the fight, 
And Jaffar ly depart the field vawounded ? 

When Guides miſguidethemſ(clucs,the {imple fort 
By theirill-ſample render vp the Forr. 
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Fye fooliſh man, why ſtormſt thou atthe hart * 
When EyesandSenſcare muffled vpinblindnes, 
He ſteppes on Stage,and this is all his part, 
To welcome Beautie witha world of kindnes: 

As is the ſympathie twixt flaxe and hire, 

Suchis theheart compar to hot delire. 


I wrong thee with my wrong exclames, - 
Secking tocroſle my foe, I kill my friend, 

Extremitie ſtill vrgeth ſuch extreames, 

And ſorrow ſmitesat him that next doth ſtand : 


Poore Heart, 


- MuchlikeaCurre,whoſmitten with aſtone, 4 
Bites the poorepeble,lets the Man alone. 


Much likea Curre (faidT) nay not ſo wile; i 
For why I know my griefes vahappie ground, ; 
I ſcetheroote from whence my paſſions riſe, 
Andview thelure,that did my life confound : 
O blab-tongue T antalus,why doſt not cate? 
Fondling,tisI muſt pine inſight of meate. - 


Then 
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Then lct melearneat laſt to leuel! right, 

Sce where Contempt fits laughing at my fall, 

Ye hel-borne Fyrics helpe to frame a flight 

To kill Diſdaine,that holds my life in thrall : 
That words with woes may ſome fit meaſure keepe, 
Helpemeto rage,to curle,and then to weepe. 


O faircand kind (O filthie monſtrous lye) _ 

I cry you mercie Madame for miſtaking, 

The blind man colours hardly can diſcrye, 

And my poore reaſons light is now but waking: Cieſt; 
Whatheart oncethought, now tongue bewraies in 
Thou foule Apoſtata,notorjous bealt. 


CanlT report herfoule impictie, | 

Whenas my tongue did tremble once to name her? 

Faine would I ſpeake, but when I ſpeake,lI die; 

My 1oynts apall'd with feare,refuſe to ſhame her. 
Courage my Hcart, for loue ſheleft thee griefe, 
Make changearobbry;and ſo call herthiete. 


O ſhallow-braind inuention,courſe difcourſe, 

In this hign taskeI doe her merits wrong, 

The ſpring is drie it ſeemeth by the ſourle, - 

Whc naught but Newgate tearmes can ſtorey tongue, 
le fetch from hel,ſterne words to ſhake the Center, 
And with minca$tion make them fiercely rent her. / 
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O proud, preſuming,foule,abhominable, 
 Sinnes ſhop, friends ſhame, hels bait,and natures mole, 
Worſe then the offall of Avgias ſtable, 
Il] thriue the beaſt that brought vs ſuch a foale, 

Andlet fell croſſes all her ioyes depriuc, 

Through whom my faithfull heart thus dyes aliuc, 


O wooluiſh heart wrapt in a womans hyde, 

That ſpurnſt at profferd dutic, tendeſtloue 

To Lads that ſcekea Lemmon,nota Bryde, 

Whom neither time hath try'd, norſeruice prou'd. 
In men (tis ſaid) their wils muſt ſtand for pay, 

 ButLulſt-breathd fury guides a womans way. 


If louc be hated, hate be bleſt with loue, 

If Merit meritſtanding nextthe doore, 

It haile-ſhot winne when Cannons cannotmone, 

If Tructh and Promiſc ſoiourne from our ſhoare, 
If weaker veſſels weare the creſt on high, 
While mens beſt hope, is hopeles for to die: 


Why are not Natures workes in generall, 
Proneto like croſſes and to like confuſion, 
The greater ſeeking ſtill to hurtthe ſmall, 
The mightie wrong the weake by feltintruſton- 
Why ſhincsnot Phebws in the fulſome night, 
While Lwnalends the day herduskielight? 


A colailus his after-wit. 
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Why fall not Starres as thicke as winters haile ? 
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Why is not Sommer colde,and Winter warme *. 


Or why doth not the earths foundation faile* 

Sinking in ſeas, that long haue ſought his harmes: 
Why doenotall things thaton carth remaine, 
To their rud pekacs turne againe * 


O excrement oof all exceeding ill ! 

How couldſtthou wrong my trueaffeftion ſo* 

I eaucin pawnemy heart,my hand, my will, 

Yet didſt thou from thy plighted promiſe goe 
Vowing,tt all were dead faueI alone, 
Thou wouldſt forſake me,and be wifeto none. 


Were deformed (though I amnot faire) 
Il-nurtged Naturd.chudiſh and vnkind 
Did any member Monſter-like appeare, 
Or did 1 faile in faculties of mind; 
Then had(t thou ſomepretence of reaſon, why 
Thusall askauncethou hold{tme1n thineeye, 


But theſe are falſe, then whencederiues this hate, 
Vngratfull guerdon of my zelous loue* 
Perchance thou ſceſt my ſhallow-ebd cltate, 
Thethought whereof thy liking doth remoue: 
T'is{0: I know itby too true a token; 
he lame haſt often ſpoken. 
C3 


For why,thy ſclfet 
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O Vertues blemiſh and thy ſexes blot, 
Baſe dunghill bird, nereſprong of Gentle blood 
Vileisthy mind, burvle berhylot, "6 
That maKkſtearths: oneraigne« : 
Tocauſemen curſethee, and -- ---h mu 
Thus dotTrate thy godif goldebe he. 


Heauen-skorned mould, baſe skin of barren earth, 
Springing in Caues, where deathand darknes dwell. 
A monſtrous mettall proucd by thy birth, 
Sincemendiueforthee halfe way downeto hell. 

O curſed engine of light hating euill, 

Fauourd of men,but found out by the deuill. 


O ſacred thirſtof golde what canſt thou not, 
Sinnes chicfeſt agent,cnemy togood ! 
 Thouthouart(oughtto pay fond Pleaſures ſhot, 
Yet often found with loffe of deareſt blood); 
Sometermes thee gylt,that cuery ſoule might reede 
Eucn inthy namne, rhy guilt is great indeede. 


_ Guiltiethouattof Murther,Rape,and Theft, 
_ Guiltieof Bribericand ſubornation, 
Guiltic of Treafon,Periurie,and ſhift, 
An acceſſaneby,thy flie temptation, 
Toall finnes paſt,andall thararetocome, 
From Adams downetall tothe day of doome. 
7 | Miſhaper 
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apen metrall ſmooth-fac'd Hypoctite, | 
Wh nap olden ſpl Ne masketh mortall eyes, 
Moth ot rhe de falſe flaue ro falſe delight, 
A diuell lurking in a ſtrange diſt guiſe: / 
Whatiz thy luſtre when it ſhimes moſtbright, / 
But Sathan clothed inan Angels light ? EE” 


The wantof thee is cauſe I want my bliſſe , 
F or whitherflyethe Gnats butto the Sunne? 

hc Swallow ſtill repaires where Sommer is, 
And womens hearts with heapes of gifts are won ne. 
$o dunghill wormes muſt catch thefineſtfiſh, 
Elſe nan ſhall neuertrainehimto his diſh. 


Through thee onekingdomeſwellerh gainſt another, 

The Fathct butcherd often by his Sonne ; 

The Daughte fam a paſportto the Mother, 

Fearing that clſc her daics would nere be done. 
Through thee each murthring Roſcius isappointed, 
Toad ſtrang ſcenes of death on Gods annointed. | 


For thee the Merchantleaues his countries ſhore, 
Wife, Children,Parents,and what elſe is deare, 
His heart preſaging nere to ſee them more, 
Suchare the circumſtances of his feare, 

The waues,the v7inds.the rocks, the crucll foe, 
Conſort in one to worke his overthrow. 
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Bur all the dangers of his wils obtaining, 

Fright not this fondling from the ſivects of gaine, 

Nor weake-built hopes perſwade him toabſtaining, 

When gold's propoſd the guerdon of his paine. 
Thus Syren-like thou trainſt him to the deepe ; 
Waere waues oft lull him ia his lateſt ſleepe. 


a 


T'is thou falſe hel-hound, right corrupting coyne, 
That makſt poore Souldiers,needy,bare,dilgraced, 
\Vhile greedy guides their ſtipends doe purſoyne, 
And marrtiall diſcipline ſtands quite defaced. 
O manners,times,O world-declyning daics! 
Wherc mightis right, and incn do what they pleaſe, 


When ſpend-thrift /obn,that goodly gentleman, 

Hath ſwallow'd Lordſhips downe his dainty throte, 

And brought his Fathers fortuncs in the wane, 

By gadding Cities in afilken Coate (him, 
Thento ſome friend doth Luſty-blood complaine 
His Bank-rupt birth-right cino more maintain him. 


A man he is,and Hefor was no more, 
Then why not Captaine too as Hedtor was: 
Belides,it is not as in times before, 

When mens deſerts were viewd in Vertues glaſle. 
A man may compaſſe wonders with a gift, 
Then why notthis:Diſtreſſe will haue a ſhift. 
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Thus,plotts he meanes,to gera prettie traine, 
Pretending honour,and his Countries cauſe ; 

And then he mufters vp cach ſimple Swaine, 
Hiinſelfe notknowing Armes,nor Martial lawes. 
Heſtalkes the ſtreets,as who ſay, This is hee, 

(I meane that firft will teach his men to flee.) 


Vnto this Captaine flockeboth youngand old, 
He buics his ſeruant onr,and he his ſonne, | 
O monſtrous times when menare boughtand ſold, 
Who goe vnranſom'd thinkes himſelfe vndone. 
For what great hope or comfortcanhe hnde, 
That maketh one where blinde do teade the blinde. 


The raskall remnant of theſe fillie men, 

Are ſummond ſpeedily by ſoundofdromme, 

And Skapr-thrift wiſhes euery one were ten, - 

Of grcaternamber, greater gaines will come: 
Well onthey march,and ſtill he ſtcalesa bite, 


To feede his auaritiousappetite. 


This wch and gocfersall his teeth on edge, 
He'lebeno Tantalwamid ſuch treaſure : 
A thouſand Jawes the Lyon can alfeadge, 
To pray vpon poore Afſesathis pleaſure: 
Yet pollicie perſwades him to forbearethem, 


Till farfr6 home,the Wolfe may boldly tearethem. 
No 
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Noſooneraretheirtrauailesatan end, 
But freſh afflictions fullas faſt beginning, 
Yet fillie Lambes they deeme the Foxea friend, 
They ſhrinke no dog vntill they ſee himgrinning : 
They littlethinkethe end ot*his conduction, 
Is wealth & honour bought with their deſtruRion. 


This I4#4« tin Councell with himſclfe, 

Nothow to foyle his foe and winthe field, 

Ng,no,he gapes for gaine and ruſting pelte, 

No i { tthatdoth prof yeeld : 
Saies, When the yran's hot is chiefeſt{triking, 

:\:;Tymeſcrucs oy turneand bids me doe my liking. 


What long before was plotted in his head, 
TheM nfter proſecutes tq this effect, 
Hepur s all the pay of choſeare dead, 


The diuetlneedes no councellto direct : 
Hethatcould bring himſelfe to beggars plight, 
Knowes how ta rob another of his right. 


This done he monthly minceth {mall theirpaye, 

Sings Nunc dimittimus to halfe his Band, | 

Thercſtmult ye on pillageand on prayc, 

Such as they ſeaze from Boores vpon the land. 
Who beſt beſtirres him for his Prince paic, 
Takes halfein hand, the reſt at latter daie. 
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O ſpightfull ſpeacle, who could behold thee 2 
Tharfrighrſt = ſenſes in th'imagination : 
While to my ſelfe my ſelfe doe thus vnfold thee, | 

How amlT rauiſhed with indignation; Ons © 
Thoſe that to mountby others fall haue ſought, _ 
O mighttheir heads moiit higher the their thought. 


4 As he that trauailes in an yncouth wood, 
q Fraught with thoſe Fortunes which his father left, BEET. 
FA Is ſodain| y ſurpriz'd by Robin Hood, 
And in athecues name there receiues his ſhrift : 
So ſtand theſe fille ſoldiers ata bay, 
Robd of their hire and baſcly ſentaway. 


Poore playning Prodigalls, now muſt they wend, 
Backe to their countrey with remorſe and ſhame, 
But wher's the feaſting Father,ora friend, ' 4 
To welcome home his ſonne,forgiue his blame.s 2 
Alas our yronage will not afford it; | | 
What? help the poore? the Deuill ſtill abhorr'd it. 20 


Yctſometherebe that ofa holy motion, 

To harbor ſtrangers, lodge them inthe Cage: 

And ſomebecauſethar faſting helpes deuotion, ; 1 

Deniethem foode their hunger to aſſwage : / \. FR 
Some whip them for theirſins & former ſwaruing, 
More of their cartcſte then the Poores deſcruing. 
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Who righrconceits the 1 pn of 70b, 

His children Ones oods.,and cattell loſt, 

His bodiebotched, baſeſt ragges his robe, 

His mind Os wo millions of temptations toſt: 
Can fitteſt deeme theirgriefes true qualitie, 
Andſympathize poore Souldiers miſcrie. 


Hell-damning drofſe, thou art the fountaine cauſe 
Of this iniuſtice,rauen,and confuſion, 
No man would ſpurnear dutie,God,or lawes, 
Had not his heartto thee a falſc alluſion. 
O wracke of ſoules,the diuels adamant, 
Deuouring numbers both by wealth and want. 


The Infant-childe delights to play with golde, 
The young man ſeekes it to maintaine his pleaſure, 
Itis thelife and Gods-good of theolde, 
All ages deeme itas their deareſt treaſure. 
Who giuesa Roſe to gainea worthles weede? 
We ſell for good in ſhewe our 200d indeede. 


Witneſſe my Miſtris,now no Miſtris mine, 

Who though no Queen hath made Kihg Mid choſe, 

For none muſt pluckethe Redroſe of her prime, 

But he that gaines her with a golden voyce. 
Soyoungand couetotis,aten daies wonder, 
Thediucllioynesand 1 lenot puta ſunder. 
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Say ſhameles Betreſſe, haueI made thee bluſh, 
Rating the ſaint, whom thou doſt rate ſo deare 7 
Or is thine impudenciegrowne ſo fluſh, 
Thou waighſtno credit,orthou wiltnot hearc* 
O if thou bear'ſtapartof woman kinde, 
Let ſomerelenting pittie pierce thy minde. 
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The ſenſcles marble moued with my plaining, 
Wets his pale checkes and ſeemes to weepe with me; 
Theſhowres which daily from mineeyes arc raining, 
Draw the dum creatures toa ſympathie; _ 

Poore Ph;lomele that ſings of rauiſhment, 

Forgets her tuneto liſten my complaint. 


If inthe woods I breath abroad my woes, 

Each bow doth bend to ſteale away my tale, 

And ſtill as I her iniuries diſcloſe, 

Great trees for ſorrow ſeeme their tops to vaile. 
Let me but ſigh and ſay, She is vnkind, 
Echo replies aloude, She is vnkind. 


Theſtrugling flood that ſtill for paſſagegrones, 
Pauſing bis courſc,and wraptin admiration 
Of my laments, hart-breaking ſighes and mones, 
Sobs out the deskant of my Sefolation 

And runnes no more,till riuers growing ranke, 
Cauſc him depart or oucrflowe the banke. 
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The vallies, rockes, and hollow caues reſound, 
Bearing the burthen to my wofull dittie, 
My plants haue powerto pierce the ſtonic ground, 
And moue the ſauage Brutes to manly pittic. 
If Rockes, and Earth, and Beaſts bewaile my fate. 
O looke on me, and be compaſſonate. 


The heauens as grieu'd locke vp the lightſome day, 
And Phebas fleeting fayles the world of light; 

Starres change their courſe and wander all aſtray, 
The Mayden Moone to ſhineby night, 
Sham'd, thata Maid ſo ſhameles ſhould be found, 
Fiercer then Beaſts, harderthen ſtony ground. 


The heauen-died flowers, ſweet ofspring of the prime, 


That gilde the medowes with their ſommers pride, 


 Fadingas inthe froſtie winters time, 


Pitying my paſhons hould their heads afide : 
The Stluan-Satyres in their green-wood-ſongs, 
Tell how difdaine fits laughing at iny wrongs. 


O learneof theſe (flint hearted) how to gricuc, 
Dumme ſhowes they are, yet ſhew to thee thy dutic, 
They weepeto ſcethee laughing in thy ſlecue, 


- Thoulaughſt to fee me ſnaredin thy Beawtic: 


Thinkethy affections dull, thy treſpaſle deepe, 


When trees,& ſtones muſt teach thee how to weepe, 
If 
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If ſo my ſforrowes cannot piercethy hart, 
Yet forcea teare,and faine to makea plaſter, 
Breath ſighes,as if thou deeply feltſt my ſmart, 
And kifle me to as Iudas kiſt his Maſter : 
And whenT rage, ſcemethou withall totremble; 
It's hard when I muſt teach thee todifſemble. 


So ſhall my ſelfe enioy thee in conceite, ' 

And what is Loue,buta conceited pleaſure ; 

Small fiſhes are content to ſee the baite, 

While greater ſuckethe ſweet and gaine the treaſure. 
Loue in concett's a cony-catching play, 
\WhileI feed thoughts, he ſteales the wenchaway. 


O woe beſct, vnhappicſt man aliue, 

Seeking to wreake my ſelfe,my ſelfeam wounded, 
Poore ſnared Byrd,for liberticI ſtriue, 

Yet in the trappe, ſtill more and more confounded, 


As one that wipes his wound, yer ſtill doth bleede, 
So morel ſpeake the worſealas I ſpeede. 


He that with oyle the wilde-fire ſcekes toquench, 
Or bound ariuer in with banks of ſand; 


He that hath lou'd a ſtony-harted-Wench, 
And now with brawling thinks to quench the brand, 


Learne this of me,late proued to my paine, 
It's hard tobayle impriſoned thoughts againe, 
When 
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When Late downe to caſe my griefs with plaining, 
I thought my chicfeſt remedie to rate her, 
Hard words ſeemd {words to murther loue remaining, 
And dcep loueskornd,wold make me deadly hatc her: 
Burwhile I ſeeke toquench loues hot defire, 
My wind of words hath blownea greater fire. 


My time-bred troubles are but now beginning, 
T loue,[loth; I hate,I wiſh withall, 
My threed is cut,and yet the Siſters ſpinning, 
Llue,l p. 0:0 ſtand,and now I fall : 
I laughing weepe,I hope and yet deſpaire, 
I ſay oboule and ſtraightI call her faire, 


Hence idle words,ſeruants to ſhallow braines, 
Vnfruitfull ſounds, wind-waſting arbitrators, 
Your endles prattle, leſſens not my paines, 

' His ſuite is cold, that makes you mediators. 

Since fates haue made me bankrupt of my bliſle, 
My dyinglifea very torment iis. 


In vaineTI cauill at her crueltic, 
At gold,ateyes,at ſenſes,and the hart, 
In vaineI ſpurne againſt my deſtinie, 
[nvainelT ſeeketo caſe an endles ſmart, 
Noantidoteatall can doe me good, 
Butthe effuſion of my harmeles blood. 
Poare 
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Poore hart why trembleſt thouatthis decree? 
Thy ſelfeart caſd by ending of this life, 
For ſorrow kild,thou gainelt libertie, 
But if I liue,thou hueſt ſtill in ſtrife : 
Tcll life, [le nota minuts reſpite giue, 
Sincethar is loſt for which I ſought to hue. 


O wretched life, what is thy benefite 2 
Whoſe chiefcſt ſportings are calamitie, 
Whoſe daicsare ſpent in troubles,care,and ſpite, 
Whoſe pleaſures,ſinne,whoſeallis vamiie : 
Whoſe laſt is ſhort, whoſe ſtrength is buta breath, 
Whole date ynknown,whoſe end is ſuddaine death/ 


O wiſhed death,comekill all murdring greeues, 

My ſoule ſuruiues in neuer dying feares, 

Which round ingirt me like as many theeues, 

And load my hart with pangues,mineeyeswith teares. 
If on the carth there may be founda Hell, / 
Within my ſoule, her ſeuerall torments dycll. | 


YetdyecT will nottill my Teſtament, 
Thebriefe contents of diſcontented mind, 
Writ with my blood into the world be ſent, 
Bearing true witneſſe ro my faire-vnkind, 
That as her loue might once haue made me blcſt, 
Herskornc hath ſheath'd this dageerin my breaſt, 
My 
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My ſported foule to him Idoe commend, 
In whoſe compare the heauens are moſt impure, 
On whole free promiſes my hopes depend, 
To ſhare the ioyes that eucr ſhall indure : 
My bodieI bequeath vnto the earth, 
Thecommon Mother thatfirſt brought it forth. 


My bleſſing 1. bequeath vnto the blade, 

That makes the breach for griflic death to enter, 
She ſhall notride my patience likea iade, 

If death-wrought eſhnion may preuent her. 


O welcome engine of my cares releaſing, 
Thatkillſt Deſpaire to make my hopes increaſing. 


+ My ſorrowes,carc;,hart-breaking ſighes,and croſſes, 
Wo none penn and deſpaires, 


My tcares,complaints,foule iniurics and lofles, 
Griefs,ſhame,misfortune,and my daily fearcs, 
I giueto her thatnow giues me this fall, 
The ſole efficient of my Funerall. 


Let her haue timeto renther Amber haire, 
Lether haue time to thinke on me and rauc, 
Let her hauetime of fauour to delſpaire, 
Andskorn'd of alltoliue AﬀeRtions ſlaue; 

Let her haue time to beg and nonerclicuc her, 


And cuery day bring crofles, more to grieue her. _ 
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Lether hauetime to proue her friends her foes, - 1 
And ſee her olde acquaintance all foriake her, # 
Let her haue time her honeſt name to loſe, 
Abhorr'd of men,and curſed of her Maker. 
Andeuery minutelet her findeatime 
To rue my death her ynrecalling crime. 


My Halcyon daies of bliſſeand happines, 

The milde forerunners of this fearectull ſtorme, 

I give to thoſe whom better ſtarres doe bleſſe, 

Which neuer felttheſting of womans skorne; 
What euer elſe is mine, disburſed be | 


To thoſe that liue and thinke no harme of me 


Comegentle knife,why lingreſt thou ſolong ? 
Comeecaſemy ſorrowes with thy farall ſtroke ; 
My heart is reſolute,my hand is ſtrong, 
My lingring life more torment doth prouoke. 
O King of graves, why killſt thou them abhor thee, 
And turnſt trom methatnow am readie for thee? 


Auaunt thou viper, I thy ſpite defie, 
Where life 1s lou'd thou readieartto kill, 
Burneuer oncethy weapons wilt applie, 
To thercdrefling of a wretches ill. 
Come truſtie hand tor thou muſt doe the deede, 
Since other friends are fled in time of necde. 
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The Starrethat firſt madeentrance in mineeye. 
And thencedeparting ſtrooke my ſenſes blinde, 
Then led my heart in baſe capriuitie, 
Yctto her priſoner proucth moſt vnkinde : 
Witnes faire heauens ſhe,ſhe,tis onely ſhe, 
L That guides this hand to giuethis wound to mc, 


Eb, Stay,ſtaythy hand (O Natures prodigie) 
If bloodand death muſt expiatethy rage, 
Pittic thy ſelfe (foulc beaſt) and murther me, 
My life fr thine,my ſelfe will be thy gage. 
Ten thouſand deaths my ſoule indures to ſee 
Gods image wrong'd in thy mortalitice. 


In maſſakring thy ſclfe, whom doſt thou kill, 

But with thy Yo dicthatimmortall foule, * 

For whoſe redemption Chriſt v ouchſaftto ſpil! 

Thoſe purple drops ro quench the Juingcoak 
Of his deere Fathers deepe-deſcrued hate 
And tothe heauens promote thy poore eſtate. 


Think'ſtthou by dyingto preuentthepaine, 

That ſeemes to pinch thee in this brittle life? 

Alas this death begetrs thee life againe, 

When with thy ſelfe, thy ſelfe hall beat ſtrife, 
When thou wilt thinkeall paincs conſortin one, 
Andthatthy ſ{elfeſuſtain'ſtthem all alone. 
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Would glut his fury with thy harmeles blood 2 p | / y 
Watching thy death here in ſome ſhady cell, -/ / ve 


To pray vpon Oy Gale hy ION nga iN 
Looke,ſtudic,figh for grace,andfiye trom euill, 
Grace and reliſtancedriues away the deuill, / 


Art thou a God,a Man,orelſea Ghoſt 2 94 
Com'ſt thou from heauen where bliſle & ſolace dwells Ade. 
Or from the ayne could-ingendring coaſt? & 25s 

Orfrom the darkeſome dungeon-hole of hell * 

Or from the ſecret chambers of the deepe * | 

Or from the graues where breathles bodies fleepe * 


Artthou a Hermite in this wildernes ? 
Orelſe ſome Satyre maskt in ages weeds? oh 
Or (by the heauensI charge thee to confeſſe) _ | 
Artthou her ſhape for whom my poore hart bleeds'* 
I.I. is ſo,thouart that cruell ſhe, 
That wrought my death,now fain'ſtto pittie me, 


What bloody ſcene hath crueltic to a? 

Death is the worſtthy malice can inflict, 

And thou hadſtſcene my ſoules poore cittie fackr, 

But thy deepe policie did contradict, 

Knowing by death my troubles ſhould haue end, | 

Which to prolong thou mainly doſt intend. 
I 


'Bylife my ſoule 
Pia 
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* Tamnoflint-hart female,bloody minded; 


. Know me for Exbalus thy auncient friend, 
 Witnefſe this fnow-white fleece ypon my head : 
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O becontent with robbing me of life, 

Why doſtthou triumph ouer fortunes wracke : 

The death of men determinares their ſtrife, 

— wares oe _— with the Cities ſacke. 
ephant and Dragon,morriall foes, 

Bury their hate in mutuall ouerthrowes. 
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Then let my lifethy brutiſh hart appeaſe, 
And giuemeleaueatleaſttodyetnpeace. 


O let itnot be ſaid in time rocome;, 
A womans hate ſuruines till day ofdoome. 


Fondling Iam no God,nortempting friend, 
Nor ke woman thatcould wiſh thee dead ; 


_ Marke my compleRtion, habite,tongue and yeares, 
How euery thing in qwondam ſort appeares. 


Mocking thy ſenſes with a borrowed ſhape, 
But one that ſces thy ſenſe through paſſhon blinded, 
Andiighes,and Celis away forthine __ 

Then charme this mad infeftion,that doth raigne 
In beldam fury of thy witles braine. 
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Be not as ſottiſh as the fimple ſort, 

That wracke their wits _ misfortunes ſhelfe, 
Nor yeclde thy reaſons, beauty-batrred fort, 
Crying God helpe, yet neuer helpe thy ſelfe: 


Thy crazed Shipp's notſo farrerunne on ſhore, / 


But thou maiſt ſcapeand flouriſh as before, | 


Et tu Brute,wilt thou ſtab Ceſar too * 
Thouart my friendand wiltnotſeemewrong'd, 
I pray thee leaue me without moreadoo, 

For with my lifemy ſorrowes are prolong'd ; 

I know thou pleaſurſt notin my diſtreſſe, 
Then rob me notof deaths true happineſſe. | 


Yetſince in ſun-ſhineof my better daies, / 
Thou waſta Father to my head-ſtrong youth ; 
Training my raſh-braind thoughts in reaſons waics, 


Whoſe words TIeuerfoundtheglaſſe of Truth, _ - 


My cares ſhall takea truce with death folong, 
TillI haue madetheepriuie to my wrong, - 


Loe here at hand,a circle-braunchingtree, 
Whole leauie boſome makes a ſummer ſeate, 
Nature hath raiſd this arbour purpoſely 
To ſhroude our bodies fromthe parching heate: 
Here while we fit within this gloomy ſhade, 
Ile tell my Loue,and how itdid inuade. 
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Fub. Then yeeld mevp this irefull inſtrument, 
Thedeſtin'dengineof thy tragedie: 
T'is wildomes rule, occaſions to preuent, 
And giue no ground to Sathans trecherie. 
Wellnow begin, and giuethy forrowes vent, 
Teſitand mourne with thee till day be ſpent, 


7 


'Mcolaft, Toſhew the poylon of my endles pining, 
Thetaskeislongand tedious toexpreſſe, 
Bright Phebus tothe Weſterne deepe declining, 
Andrepectition neuer made thing leſſe: 
Who rippesthe rancourof old-wounded fleſh, 
In ſtcede of healing,makes itbleede a freſh. 


Yetſincethe heauens are ſo propicigur, 

To make my friend eye-witneſſe to my fall , 

Lyſten kinde Father what ſhall diſcloſe, 

How Loue became Diſdaines vnhappie thrall : 
AndasI ſtory my flint-mouing wrong, 


Weepethou,to beare the burthen to my ſong. 
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If fenacs months agoe, when Phebzs in his pride 

Had ſcaF'd hot Cancers ſunny-parched cell, 

And Ceres caſt her ſummers greeneafide; 

And flowres had chang'd their colour, forme,and inet, 
When daies were long'ſt & nights were waxen ſhort; 
Andyonglings met to wantonand to ſport. 


About this timeT ſingled outa day, 

With merry conforts to delight my ſelfe, 

I thought my ſhi p might ſometime roucaſtray, 

And yetnotrun erſelfeon euery ſhelfe. / 
WharSyren plaid, but I durſt danceher meaſure? / 
Thinking to maſter Yen ſonnear pleaſure, 


Fortune,wholong had ow'd my hapa grudge, 

Summond wild younglingstoa ſommers drinking, 

To which my merry mates andT did trudge, 

Of ſuch an accident full little thinking : / 
Where reuels raigne,and dancin g holds a day, 
I'ts hard if CAcolafns keepe away. 
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Well, there was I, and there was Fortunetoo, 

— Whohadpreparda baite to worke my bane 

Theredid [ paſſea pleaſanthoure or two, 

In dauncing for the gloues andothergaine : 
Theredid I gaze againſt that glorious Sunne, 
By which my heart was fird,my ſight wasdone, 


O giuemeleauetoſigha little while, 

ore my hell of toule miſhap breake looſe , 
But let not Fortune ſee meleaſt ſhe ſmile, 

And fay,his mountaine thoughts end ina moule, 
Oh,r'isa burthen that will breake the backe, 


Toſece ones foe triumphing in his wracke. 


Scarce had the Sunneattain'd his noon-tide pricke, 
Gracing our paſtimes with a ſommers daie, 
A traine of Ladiestrouping very thicke, | 
Dire&tly towards vs madetheir ſpeedy way : 

For want of worſe our Mulicke drewe them on, 
' Panspypeplaies ſweete, Apolio being gone. 


Looke how aſtoniſht ina qualmy traunce, 
The man that meets a lothſome-vilag'd Beare, 
Struck with amazement of this ſuddaine chaunce, 
Falls to the ground halfeſlaine with very feare, 
Within his heart and fences areatſtritc, 
Paſt feare of death,and yer paſt hope of lite. 
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Sowas I daunted at mine eyes firſt gazing, 
Sweeping they came, and ſeemd to bruſh th 
Their tipto-tripping pace bred double mazing, 
Their ratling filkes my ſenſes did confound: | 
Itſcem'd, Dianas Nymphes had left her Queene, 


To ſport themſclucs a while ypon this greene. 


Or loue-ſicke Yenus ina huntreſſe weede, 
Meaning to ſeeke Adonis in the wood, 
Mounted vpon aſ\now-white coloured Steede, 
From Pegafes proude race yaunting his blood, 
Came marchingonward with a mayden-pace, 


A thouſand Nimphes attending on her grace. 


My mates all rauiſhed with admiration, 
Stood like the men which once 1ozes golden ſonne, 
By his ſpeares wonder-working Transformation, 
Turn'd into ſemblance of a ſenceleſſe ſtone, 
Or as _AFtzeon(tanding ata Bay, 
Finding Diana naked in his way. 


Fortuneand Loue choſe meamongſt therelt, 
As ſweeteſt linguiſt of perſwading wit, 
With modeſt motiues kindly to requeſt, 
Theſe ſinfull Saints a little while tofir, 
And ec how ſhepheards ſpend the holy-day, 
In youth-bred ſports, and caſting Carc away. 
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Twixt hope and feare I marched on to meetthem, 
My ruſtick bluſh forbad me to diſſemble, 

Met faceto face,when I was ment to greete them, 
My words were done,andeuery ioynt did tremble : 
Till my poore heartrebuking much my blame, 
Vntide my tongue,and bad me ſpeake for ſhame. 


More faire and beautifull, then were thoſe three, 
Thatfound the golden fruite on 1d plaine , 
Gods, Angels,Saints,or whatſoc're you be, 
Acceptthe profter of a ſimple {waine 

Draw neere,and till the heate of day be ſpent 
Looke on,and laugh art Shepheards meriment. 


We haue no thing of worth for to preſent, 
Weplead for pardon erc our ſport begin, 
Ourdoldnes ſpringeth froma true intent, 
Which makes an error oftentimes no f1n: 
Weboaſt of naught, faue that it ſhall goe hard, 


Butour good wils ſhall purchaſe your regard. 


Theſe words ſcarce paſt the limits of my lippes, 

Sounding a parley to their modeſtearcs ; 

A wanton youngling from her fellowes skippes, 

Which like a Comet in my ſight appeares, 
Caufing my filly wits and metro ſunder, 
Infufing me with prophcſics of wonder. 
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\ In her faire face my ioyes defac'd toſpell, 
; My barttaile loſt before her words begin it: + 
For from her eyes,a kindelooke did ſhe dart, 
Which through mine eyes diu'd down into my hart, 


A prettic while this _ creature ſtoode, | 
Before the engin of her thoughts began, 
Secming to ſympathize my heauic moode, 
Pittying my prone lookes, and my colour wan : | 
Till luthing forth a pure vermilion dye, 
With low-tun'd voiceſhe made me this replic. 


Shepheard we ce you are diſpoſde to flatter, 
That frumpe vs with a falſe-ſuppoſed fayre; 
Mens words are Metaphors,it makes no matter, 
You know poore women,ſir,are made to beare: 
But fince you made ſo plauſiblea motion, - 
This day weconſecrate to your deuotion. 


Miſtris (quothT) ifany take offence, 

My heart makes good the treſpaſle of my tongue 

Humanitie full eafily can diſpence, 

Where louc and zealeare authors of the wrong. 

Good winedefires no buth to ſerir forth, 

AndI too meaneto blaze your beautics worth, 
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But (Ladie) ifaſwaine may beſo bold, 
To'craueadmittance mong'ſt your other men, 
My ſclfe will bring you where you ſhall behold 
Our ruſticke reuels at your caſe, and when 

In T hetis lappe the Sunne ſhall drowne the day, 
Ile ſet you forward in your former way. 


As fares the man conuict of Herefie, 
WhoſeIudgement doomes him death by cruell flame, 
The world eye-witneſle of his infamic, 
Bearing a fagotfor his further ſhame, 

Full faintly wending onward to the her, 
Where {elfe opinion ſhall recciue his hire: 


So marched I before this mayden-trayne, 

Loue ſwore, excuſes ſhould not ſerue my turne, 
Quoth he, Thouthinkeſt me by Reaſon ſlaine, 
Thou holdſta falſe point, now recantand burne: 


I cry'd retyre,and he inioynd this ſmart, 
To bearefond fancics fagot in my hart. 


Who ſo hath ſcene the tender Mary-gold, 
Spreading her pride againſt the worlds faire eye, 
- But when the / cane hus glorie doth infold, 
This prettie Creature ſhuts and ſeemes to die: 
SodidTloue togaze vpon my Sunne, 
But when ſheturnd away, my life was done. 
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Thus while my ſight was areing on Reeuthe 
We ſodainely ſurpriz'd the baſhfull Swaynes, 
Who ſhewe whe harts-loy by their homely dutie, 
Kifling theſe louely Ladies forthels paynes; 
Seckingall meanes to farther their clight, 
While thus I ruminate on Fortunes ſpight. 


Inconftantminion, mother of mifchance, 
True Vertues croſle, delighting ſtill in os 
When moſt thou fawn'ſt thy fauour's buta glance, 
Thy naughtienatureloueth Nil torange: 

Great pittie isit, were there remedie, 

That menaretydetothineextremitie. 


Thou arta ſtepdameto each honeſt thing, 
Training vpviceslikea louing Nur, 
Crowning the begger, pulling downethe king, 
What euer Nature made thou makeſtworſe : 
Thou helpſta man a whileto caſthis dice, 
Andrum'ſtthy whecle vpon himinatrice. 
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Thoudoſt or urpe the worlds round circled ſtage, 
Aing thereon thy variable ſcenes, 
Where oft in} pired with a bedkinna 
Thou plagueſttheinnocent with a paines : 
Andthoſe that feemeto day bur lookerson, 
Thou makſtthine actors ere tomorrow gone. 
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O hatefull Hag ! thou haſt betrray'd my li 
In giuing weapons vnto _ wink "ns 
Percetuing Loueand Reaſon wereatftrife, 
Thou falflytrain'dſt me onto Errorspath, 
Wheretaking vantage on my hard diſtreil 
Loue forſt my hcart his valour toconfeſle. 


For Loue had labour'd long to worke my fall, 
Battring the bulwarke of my naked breſt; 
But Reaſon gaue his force no ground atall, 
Bidding the blinde Boy ſet his beartatreſt : 
For more he ſought to triethis fond concluſion, 
The more. my courage ſhin'd in his confuſion. 
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Till thou to ſpit thevenome of thy ſpite, 
Subornedſt Cupid how he ſoone mightilay me, 
Abandoning his bowe andarrowes quite, 
Youlaid this priuie complot to betray me ; 
When Fortune firſt had brought me to the bay, 
A Maydens eyes ſhould ſteale my heart away. 


Immortall heauens,and ye great powers aboue, 
From whole faire influence all juſtice lowes, 
Worke your reuenge on Fortune and on Loue, 
From whom the title of my trouble growes : 
That men beholding it may ſafely ſay, 
Noſinne can ſcape vnpuniſht paſt his day. 
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While thus I proſecute my fruitles playning, | 2 
Two Shepheards ſummon'd me to ſee their { 

Whole ſuddainefightſoone m_ me toabſtaini 
Leaſt they might heare my trag1 ort: 
Clearing my face from cloudes ofdiontnne 
With theſe two louing ſwaines away I went. 


Like as the ſoftand tender leaued flowre, 
Whoſe drouping colour ſhewes his life is done, 
Being lately drenched in ſome diſmall ſhowre, 
Till heattraQrefreſhing from the ſunne : 
SolI whoſe hopes bur larely ſeem'd to die, 
Was now reuiu'd by beautics freſh ſupplie. 


Fornow in Tropicke of falſe Fortunes height, 
My neſt was built by ſweeteſt Beauties fide, 
Loues yoke was eafie nowl felt no waight, 
My ſhip was carried with a gentle tide : 

I fate roo hot, yet ſtill T did defire, 


Toliuea Salamander inthe fre. 


Now didI wiſh the day would ne're be done, 
Soloth I was to leaue this Paradiſe, 
Or that ourreuels were but new begun, 
But ſwift.wing'd Plcafure paſſeth with atriſe : 
For Loue had ſwornc when ere did depart, 
I ſhould perchancegoc hone withoutahart, - 
| Now . 
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Now whileI court the Loadſtarre of my life, 
And with her prettie parley feede mine cares , 
O ſugred words, yetſbarperthen a knife, 
Diſtilng Nectar-droppes on all that heares ; 
The merry {waines broke of our priuate plcaſl ure, 
And muſickeſummond vs to dauncea Meaſure. 


ra this Ladie by thelillie hand, 

 Iraughtherquickly treadethe ſhepheards round : 
Lonow blowes vp the ſecret-ſmoking brand, 

Which did my reaſon and my ſenſe confound, 
For Loueis nine-liu'd kill himne're ſo much, 
The wanton Boy reuiucth with atutch. 


Lookeasa man ſtung by the noyſome Aſpe, 

Whoſe hony-poyſon tickles with delight, 

Sucks in the venome of this morrall waſpe, 

Wholy ſuſpectics of the ſerpents ſpight , 
SoIſomad,thatreaſon could notturne me, 
Bath'd inthe Aame,which afterward did burne me. 


Oft did Itriue to take her in mine armes, 
And tell my harts griefe by ſomefilent motion, 
She was too young to leuell at my harmes, 
Orpickea meaning from my dum deuotion. 
Ofrt would my dotage make me daunce amilſle, 
Andthen begin new meaſure with a kiſle. 
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She bad me dance GET I lou'd my hining 

(Hang him that loues and has no mother-wit) 

Laid our muſickerrdinouer- ſtraining, 

No meruaile then my footing could not hit; 
And to preuent the iarres that came by this, 


Ourlips made mulicke where our feete did miſſe. 


Our countfey.Roundby thiswas almoſt done, 
When wanton wearchuddainiyh egrew ; 

Nay then (quoth I) would we had ne're begun, 
Faire Nim T cheere vp thy ſelfeand dancea ncw : 
For if thou droope,our hearts will fall as faſt, 

As Autumne ling beforethe Winters blaſt. 


Behold the ſunne-beames for thy Beauties ſake, 
Dancing Lanoltoes on the liquid floare ; 

The whiſtling winds vnwonted mul! cke make, 
Whiles Syrensfitand ſing vpon the ſhoare : 


Yeathe fierce Wolfc'is cometo ſee thee play, 
Andforthy ſake our Lambes keepe holyday. 


See,ſce faire Flora deckt in ſummers pride, 
Burning i in cmulation of thy beautie , 
And Yenwneſtled by cAdony ide, 
Secking to doe his loue peculiar dutie : 
Faire heauens Queene ſits dallying with her Tone, 
Leaſt heſhould ſee thee, and ſo change his Loue. 
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If then thetreaſure of thy ſupreme faire, * 

Breed icalouſtte in gods, wonder inmen ; 

O doe not thus thy beauties worth impaire, 

Quitting out kindnes withvakinde diſdaine : 
Gentilitieſhould bearea gentle minde, 
And perfect Beautie neuer proues vnkinde. 


This ſaid, ttain'd herfriendly fromrhe reft, | 
Intoa ſweeteand folitatie place, 
Where Loue himſelfemight daigne to build his neſt, 
All things conſorted with fo greata grace: 

Had Marsplaid double here with Loucs faire queen, 


Their double-dealing Phevus nere had (een, 


For why ſuch was the ſhadow of this grouc, 

All thicke beſet with circle-branchingtrecs, 

It gauen0paſiagetothe fſunneaboue, 

Whoſeptercing light ouractions ouerlees: 
Buthereandthere finall day-holes didappearc, 
Tolighttheground,andletin cooling aire. 


Amidſtthis Thicket with afilent gliding, 
A Chriſtall brooke ran in a lowrie brim, 
Where labouringSwans train'd vp by natures guiding, 
Record a thouſand {iveete notes as they ſwim: 
Sweet notes they were,tun'd with aſweeter voice, 
Thatcharm'dthetrees,and made the ſtones reioice, 
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Here ſummers Queene had made her flowry bed 
Ofthe white Lillic,and the crimſon Roſe, . 
With thouſandother kinds of whiteand red, 
Whoſe heauenly hew herartdid ſo diſpale, + 
As bred amazementinthe dazled fight, 
Andcloy'd the ſenſes witha worlds delight. 


The chirping Birds toſhunnethe heate of Tune, ' 
Fled to the ſhelter of this ſhadie ground, | 
Where praiſing Nature ina fſtluerie tune, 
The hollow caues andvallics made reſound : 

In briefe,this plot contain'd the perfe ſug 

Of all the fweetes in faire Elifum, 


Whyetowards this Paradice we made out way, 
We were incountred by the glorious ſunne, 
Who purpoſely to force this faire Nimph ſtay, 
Some hotter now then when his courſe begunne , 
That he might feede his falſe eye with her ſight, 
Whoſebeautic dimm'd the glorie of his light. 


My Loue was faint,and forſte to fet her downe, 
Whole Angels facediſtilled pearly fweate z 
Loue bad megiue her there a grafle-greene gowne, 
In ſpite of Phevrs,and his forced heare, 

But while my lingring thoughts ſtood todeuile, 
 IſawGod Horphens ſearing on my prize. 
Whereat 
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Whereatl fellinto a icalous trance, 
Sleepe eyes (quothT) ſeenormy Loue _—_—_— 
.Orit heauens power haue power to helpe miſchance, 
Let not the Roſe of beautie thus be ſtain'd: 
Fic,fie (quoth Reaſon) where's thy wits in keepe: 
Diſturbe her nor,thy Loue is but aſlcepe. 


I laughrrothinke hart-burning icalouſlie 
Should build a ſtage for Puppets in my braine, 
Preſenting viſions to my phantaſfie, 

Thatnothing were,norcould retwumeagaine : 
| Selt-biting Curre,a bolde vnbidden gueſt, 
Whoſe foule diſturbance marres true Louers feaſt, 


Me thought her ſleeping proued ſleepe diuine, 

Me as the wide rpitte wondd notblow, 

Shut werethecaſements of her chriſtall eyen, 

Which waking, like two filucr Moones did ſhow ; 
Shut were the day-bright eyes, where all might {ce 
Faire Beautie linckt in loue with Chaſtitic. 


Slcepe on (quoth I) ſweet Saint of puritie, 
Yetſleeping, ſmilethy beautic on the aire, 
That euery creature humbled at thy knee, 


May offer homage to thy ſupreme faire : 
Butturnefrom Phebwe,teaſt his fond deſire 
Cauſe him deſcendand ſet the world on fre. 
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Tle ch the brazendoores of fearefull dreames, 
And bind the ſterne God CMHorphews ina chaine, 
Leaſt he moleſtthy minde with idle theames, 
Which in the fancies of the night doeraigne, 
Andguardthy perſon withas dearea price, 
As it I keptthegates of Paradice. 


For thy ſake Fcol ſhall perfumethe winds 
With "oftly Myrre,and curious Ambergreece: 
T le venter more then 7aſox did to find 
The happie fortune of a golden fleece, 
Which I my ſelfe full ſafelie meaneto keepe, - 
And wrap Go init,when tho g'ins to ſleepe. 


And youſweet birds,whoſe nimble-reliſhtnotes, 
Rauiſh the ſoule of man,and cheere the day, 
Stay the ſhrill deſcantof your! Curry throtes, 
Tall Beautie wake and bid your multcke play: 
Orif you needes will ſing,ſometunedeuiſe, | 
"hoſe Angel-ſound ww charmeall Argus eyes. / 


Thus did Igrecte the Idol! of my hart, 
Offring vp teares before her repay ſhrine. 
And was Y ei 7 508 to bewray my ſmart, 
When loe,as if her ſpirit could deuine, 
Opening thecloſetof herlockt-vp eyes, 
She didp preuent mein this cunging wile: 
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Shephcard,I glory in the happie chance, 

That mademe Miſtris of ſokindea man, 

And one ſo well my praifcs can aduance; 

Good Letd,how long ſince you the whetſtone wan? 
Your high-pitcht words arelikethetorch by night, 
Thatwaſts it ſelfe in giuing others light. 


Tel! me whoſeperſon did you paſhonate * 
Expreſſing motions of internate woe, 
Grieuing your ſelfe to geſſe at others fate? 
' You were to blame,that would notlet me knowe, 
Nor ſecke my helpe to play ſome tragickepart; 
For I can{ightoo,yetne're rent my hart. 


 Belike your Swaines intend a Comedie, 
To bepreſentedin ſomeſolemne place; 
And loue-ſicke you theſe paſſions muſt delcrie : 
Which to adorne withaction and with grace, 
Youdaily thus make triall of your part, 
With fighes and teares that neuerpiercethec hart, 


Ah would to God flint-harted wench (thoughtT) 
Thou feltſt the crofſe which loue hath laid vpon me; 
Or that my woes gauenotthy words the lye, (thee. 
And miy poore heart had power henceforth to ſhunne 
'Thy Mother (wanton) was not halfe ſo olde, 
Yet knery ſhe whenaſutors talc was tolde. 
Loue 
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Loue brought me in toaRe this wooing ſcene, 


Theargument was written in thy face. | . 

The words were ſuch as mightexpreſſe my paine, / 

Theend to win thee toaliking grace : BIS: 
Andaeuery period bad his (eaſe made plaine, | 
With teares, which Chorms-like mineeyes did aine. 


Thou didſt notſleep,yet hearing could notmoue thee, - 
(A colde preſage for him that meanes to wooe) : 
My wantongeſture ſeem'd toſay,I loue thee, 
But all was labour loſt thatI could doe: E- 
My ſuite wasfleeueles,thy regard fo colde, 
As if that Tanothetrs tale had tolde. 


This ſaid my hatt,but this I durſtnot fay, 
Soloude theregent of my hart might heare me, 


Theplace vnfitmy fancie to bewray, 
Thetime and other circumſtance did feare me : 


Her ſcene perform'd, my tongue thus ads his parr, 
Hiding the Loue,that reuel'd in my hart. | 


Faire Saint, if Loue haue forſte meto offending, 
With yrkſome prattle,croſfing thy repoſe 
O blame the beauric on thy face depending, 


That giues a tongue of praiſesQthy foes, 
Then graunt meleaue,how euerothers deeme, 


To giuethy Beautic excellent eſteeme. 
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Butpleaſethee (Sweeting) finiſh out our walke, 
(The pleaſure great,chelabour is but ſmall) 
And inyondEdeniſcehow ors, 
Brags theſweete bloflomes he is bleſt withall, 

- Te load thy lappe with Flor«s tender pride, 

' Andbringthee homeward in the Eucn-ide. 


Thus ſaid I broughtherto this ſhadie reſt, 
This green-dy'd groue,this ſummers Paradice, 
Where Loueby pleading hard might make me blcſt, 
Where I was bentto caſt my Fortunes dice, 

And inaminnrteeaſe or end the ſtrife,” 

Or win my Loue,orelſe to loſe my lite: 


BY 


Now while the Damſell wondring Natures ſtore, 
Seaz'd onthe flowry treaſure of the ſpring, 
And morcſhe gatherd,ſtill deſiring more, 
(The laſtis beſt,and new els euery thing) 
I madly toſt berweene Deſpaire and Ioy, 
| Prard forſucceſſeto the blind-ſceing Boy. 


Great Prince of Loue,to whoſe victorious hand 
My frozen hart was forſte perforce to yeeld, 
And in my boſome entertaine the brand, 
Gainſt which weake Reaſon neuer man could ſheeld: 
O bepropitious to an humble Swaine, 
 Andgiuemyloueſucceſle,to quite my paine. | 
| Thou 
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Thouartſo little (elſc our Poets miſſe) 

That thoucanſthide thee ina wanton eye, 

So ſubtle thou canſt enter with a kiſle, 

So craftie thou canſt counterfaite to dye, 
Or being dead,thy qualiticis ſuch, 
Toliucagaine by vertue of atuch. 


O lend me thy in{1nuating power, 

Words [tcep'dinſyrop of Ambroſia, 

To force my Danae with their older ſhower, 

That ſhe may blefle me with a yeelding nay : 
Each ſentence be aſweet inchanting charme, 


Vpon her hart-ſtrings playing loucs calarme. 


So ſhall thy glorie beimmortall ill, 
The conqueſt woon to {et thy capriues free, / N 
And cure their wounds, whom thou mighſt —_ al 
O cxerciſethy pittic then in me; 
That finding herto caſe my heauicbands, 
May bleſle the timeT fell into T7 hands. 


By this her boſome ſtor'd, her lap was full, 
And wanton weary Quickly r {cther downe, 
No prettie flower there was,butſhe did pull; 
No colour ſet in LAriadnescrowne, 
Orinthe compaſle of faire ris Bowe, 
She did not gatherto enrich her ſhowe. 


Now 
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Now powrefull Loue that reuel'd in my hart, 

Contrould my filence,hating to be mute, 

Still rubs the ſoare that made my wound to ſinart, 

And ſtrongly vrg'd meto commence my ſute : 
Till fancie grownetoo head(trong to retire, 
Thus ina wordT tolde hermy deſire. 


Me 
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Goddeſle (quothT) for leſſe thou canſt not be, 
Godlicue thou couldſt,orthat my birth were better, 
My louc,my life, both conſecratetathec, 
Loffer asan inſufficient debter : 
 Offtand propitious toan humble Siwaine, 
Thatcraues but loue to anſwer loue againe. 


T call to record Yenws and her Sonne, 
No meanes vnſought,noart vnwrought by me, 
Toquench this Aame when firſt it was $ begunne, 
Forcſecing ſtill this foule extremitie; 
But wiſdome weake,my Reaſons force was ſmall, 
To conquerloue,which conquers witandall, 45 
I know no baſtard Hauke can ſoare ſo high, | 
As doth the Hobbie towring high by kind ; 
Nor #Zgle-like bchold the worlds faire cy e, 
But with his beames their fi ghtis ſtr icken blind. 
Iknow gainſt Nature actions arcin vaine, (daine, 
And high- -pitcht thoughts reape nothing but dil- 
Yer 
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Yet Phebus ſhining, little Gnats may play,! - / 

Small flies may pearch them by the &gles fide, 

Itlics in compaſle of thy yea, ornay, 

' Tobe my bane,orto become my Bride: / 

 Loueſtrikes a match t'wixt mortall men and Gods, 
Sweete loue methen,can beno greater oddes. / 


O be rcmembred, was not Yulcan lame? 

Yer was he Lordof loucly Yeu bed 

Orif he were not,more his wife to blame, 

Thatrul'd the raynes to make him beare the head, 
Such Yulcanes noware ours, who dotingolde, 

Marrie young Maids to keepe them from co-colde, 


Diuine CLarora full as faire as ſhe, 
Whoſe heauen-di'defacethe Graces ſtill admire, 
Lou'd gray-beard Tython,as ill fac'teas he, 
Andin her choice ſo pleas'd her chaſt defire, 
That oft ſhe ſaid, when Beautics dowre is ſpent, 
Mine old-mans louc ſhall yeeld me ſweet content, 


I will not muffleypa meaneeſtate, 
As ſmoth-tongu'd ſutors daily vſe to doe, 
Bragging of Birth,of Friends.,of this and that, 
Of money,lands,yea andof Vertuetoo, y 
Breathing vaine boaſts of many a golden ſhower, / 
Andthings (God wot) were neuer in their power. 
H 2 A ſhame 
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A ſhameto beaſtof bloods antiquitie, 
Wherein no honour nor true Vertue lies , 
Each Brute may bragge hereofas well as we, 
One ſtill ſucceedingas another dyes : 
T'is Vertue (Minion) doth nobilitate, 
And makesa Monarch ofa meane eſtate. 
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Ler others promiſe Mountaines if they liſt, 
Intrapping fooles by falſe infinuations, 
Till womens hopes doe end in Had I wiſt, 
And make them ſay, Mens words arc but temptations, 
I hateall ſhifts,plaine dealing ſtill is bleſt, 
I like the mcane,and here ferdowne my reſt. 


My dwelling is withina conntrie Farme, 

My table richly furniſht with Content, 

My robesare ſach as keepe my body warme, 
My pleaſures rate fitsatan eafie rent, | 

My cheere is great,my chargeis very ſmall, - 
My fruits, my flocks; my foes arenoneatall, 


My life is nothing buta world of Loue, 
Tloue my God,and nextTloue my King, 
Tloue my Ceſars friends that fit aboue, 
I honour Vertueaboucany thing : 
I loue my countreyand my deareſt kin, 
Briefly I nothing hate but mizers {1n. 


I ſpend 
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I ſpend the day time on theſe pleaſant Plaines, 
And whilemy Lambes grow wanton with the ſpring, 
Vpon an oaten pypel cheere my paines, 

And being wearie,ſtraightI fall tofing : 

This done,I laugh againe,and ſhake my crowne, 
To ſeethe world of late turn'd vpfide downe. 


Our Fathers plained in their weary daies, 
How much the world was chang'd fromthat of yore: 
We lay of late,t'is turned many waies, 
Yetwill not ſtand as {dams did before: 
Each fide is turn'd,and yet it ſtandeth wrong, 
And will doeſtill, [le tell thee wench how long. 


While Kings do thirſt for Countries and for Crownes, 
And Princes pray vpon their Neighbour Landes, 
Mighttreads down right,and Treaſon ſelleth Townes, 
Iuſtice lies fetterd in oppreſſions bandes, / 
Solong the righteous gods will ſurely frowne, 


And weſhall finde the world turn'd vpſide downe, 


While Nobles vainely vaunting of their blood, 

Doe ſell themſelues to ſenſuall appetite, 

Negledting time to dgetheir Countrey good, 

To puniſh wrongs,ayde the poore-mans right; 
Solong the righteous gods will ſurely frowne, 
And we ſhall inde the world turn'd vpſide downe. 
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While citties ſwim in Lucre, Luſt,and Pride, 

No art but craft,no gainefull trade butſinne, 

White veluet breeches is allow'd to ride, 

Andaged Wiſdome walketh bare and thinne; 
Solong therighteous gods will ſurely frowne, 
And weſhall finde the world curn'd vpſidedowne. 


While Leacherie and Lucar ſtrike a match, 
Making a compound of two deadly fires; 
Andorcth'Heſperian fruite like dragons watch, 
Oras the Eden-keeping Cherubims 

Solong therighteous gods will ſurely frowne, 


And weſhall inde theworld turn'd yplide downe. 


While poorearepincht by grunting Auarice, 

And Gentils forſte their ioyntures for to ſell 

To Father Grauity,whoſcbiting vice 

Will ſend his ſoule for handf1ll vnto hell , 
Solong the righteous gods will ſurely frowne, 
And weſhall tndethe world turn'd vpſide downe. 
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Sccking tograttypona golden tree, 

Goods make the choice,thediucll hemuſt ioyne, 

Bur ware their ſoules,the Prieſt will haue his fee ; 
Solong the righteous gods will ſurely frowne, 


And weſhall finde the world turn'd vpſide downe. 


While younglings chuſe their Louers by their coyne, 
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Briefly while Vices maske in Vertues weed, 
And Reaſon madea Baudetocachabule 
While Beaſts are fatted, good men ſuffernced, 
Andall thinigsaltered from their proper vſe ; 
Solong the righteous gods will ſurely frowne, / 


And we ſhall inde the world turn'd vpſide downe. 


Thus while the world in {finnes madly toſt; 

Some beare the purſe; but #d«sloues no poore, 

Therecſtin Iu Sw Labyrinthareloſt, 

And would returne,but Cuſtomekeepes the doore , 
I ſit aloofeand laugh the world to ſcorne, 
Happic in this,to bea Shepheard borne.. 


Iama King,my Conſcience is my Crowne, 
My Courtis thoughts,enriched with Content, 
My minde to me isas a walled Towne, 
My Treaſure,Grace which neuercan be ſpent; 

The wantof worldly things is very ſmall, 

To him whoſc heartdefires themnotatall. 


I make my powerthelimits to my will, . 

Andcount weldoing ſummeofall my wealth, 

My wiſhes fewe,and eaſe to fulfill, 

My care is none butſoule and bodies health, 
In Heauen my happe,on God my hopes relye ;;/ 
Loc thus I liue,and thus I meanetodye.. 
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Say me then (Sweeting) doſt thou like mine offer, 
My loue,my life,andall at thy commaund* 


| Say,canſtthouſtoope vntoa poore mans proffer - 
Thouartmy Iudge,hereI holdevp my hand, 
Now paſllethe ſpeedy doome of lite or death, 
Or cure my bane,or kill me with a breath. 


Thad no ſooner ſaid, but ſtraight began 
Thecloudes appearethat menaced a ſtorme, 

Her face faireskie being turned pale and wan, 
What mightTI hope but tempeſt euery houre * 
The curſed Fares haue cloud-ecclipſt my Sun, 
Whoſe light once loſt, of force my life is done. 


Firſt darts her amiable brow coy frownes, 

And cruell hate inſerted in diſdaine 

Inthrones her ſelfe,then ſcorne and wrath abounds, 

And where before Louc-tempting lookes did raigne, 
There proud Contemptarm'd with diſdainfull ire, 
Scornd profter'd ſeruice ofmy poore defire. 


Heart-ſlainewith lookes, I fell vpon the ground, p 
Her meaning ſtrooke meere her words were done, 
As weapons met before they makea ſound, 
|  Orasthedeadly bulletof agunne: 
all my paſhons had no power to moue her, 


(But thus ſhe rates me, that ſo much did loue her: 
Preſumptuous 
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Preſumptuous Swaine, proud ſelfe-conceited groome, 
Whoſe climingthoughtsat haſt will breake their necke, 
Godlicuc my hate might —_ to build thy tombe;, 
AndTIſurniuctotriumph on thy wracke ; 

That when the world ſhall ſee thy loue diſgraced, 


Men may bewareof loue too highly placed. 
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What wanton marke of looſe immodeſtic 
Could'ſt thou decipher in meallthis while : 
Dar'ſt thou preſumeto touch a dettie, 
Before ſhe gracetheewitha yeelding ſmile 2 (thought, 
* Poore foole, what ſtarres bewitch thy wretche 
To tancie her, that ſers thee ſoat nought? 


Thou ſecſt my bodie ſtraight as Cedar tree, 
That fames the woods of rich Arabia: 
My brovves emboſt with heauens rich Heraldree, 
Tables containing Beauties perfe lawe : 
Mine eyes two twinkling ſtars, whoſe picrcing raies, 
| Hauepower to dim thebrighteſt ſummer daies. 


My face the Sunne-enlightning beauties skye, 
Whole charmefull ſpcls the proudeſt can controule, 
Loucs Adamanttocuery wandring cyc, 
Thatlikea Syren can inchant the ſoule; 

The ſhop where Nature ſets herart to ſhowe, 


 Wherecrimfon Roſes ſleepe in beds of ſnowe. 
I Poore 
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 Lookenoton beaurie for it foone will burne thee: 


Shun,ſhun the thought which may procurethy ſhame; 
The fire once kindled,ris too late to turnethee, 

Iam mild Yenws mongſt gentilitic, 

But fierce Meduſa to thy baſcr eye. 


Thy birth too baſe for me to bearethy name, 

Thy perſon nothing hath thatmay commend thee, 

Thy liuing will notletthee play ſuch game, + 

Thy threed-bare love full little can befriend thee 
Renounce thy ſuite, roote out theſe fancies ſtraight, 
Thouartno Mas foro greata waight. 


Orclſcin ſight of heaucn,]I here proteſt, 
Tlouethec ap liuethy foc till death, 
For could onekinde looke euer make thee bleſt, 
Firſt wouldT forced be to yeeld my breath. 
The morethy loue,the greater is thy paine 
I will notſtay to hcare theeſpeake againe, 


With this ſhe left the Melancholy place, 
This farall groue,the bed of mine vnreſt , 
And backevnto her fellowes hiesa pace, 
Leauing me proſtrate, heauily diſtreſt : 
Looke how a bright ſtarreſhooteth inthe night, 


So faſt ſhe Red, and vaniſht from my ſ1ght. 
Farewell 
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Farewell (quoth I) ſweet Saint of puritie, 
Wonderot women,and theworldsadmire; 


More was I ſpeaking,but it would not be, 


Gricfe ſtopt wy dumbetongue with too much deſire ;- 
ThatI was forſte toſigh inſtcede of ſpeaking, 
Asit my ſwolne heart were already breaking. 


Then brake th'vnchannel'd iſſue of mine eyes, 
My teares gaue vent vnto my tired ſoule, 
Who breath'd hotſ1ghes likelightning fromthe skye, 
Such is Defirewhic no man can controule; 
And pining griefe ſtill thinkes it treble wrong, 
When heartts barr'd the aydance of the tongue. 


Thus as a man laid ſpeechles ina traunce, 
Or one reſembling deaths anatomie, 
The birds in ſilence wondringat my chaunce, 
Abruptly ceaſt their buſte harmonie: 
Till ſome propitious powre to caſe my paine 
Reſtor d my Gabbana thus I cri'd amaine; 


O qu te noitry oculis, pulcherrima Virzo, 
Obiecit Dens,e7 viſam te protinust idem 
Eripuit nobts, ſauo vt — tent ? 

e pectore abibit , 
Illam 3s etiam mecum diſcetts amare 
Intonſi montes,vos umbrifere conualles. 


Sue greees inter captabo frigns 7 auram, F 
3 Flumina. 
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Flumina ſeu propter 
Aut agitgns Fe 
Carmina — te omen ny rt 
Tots vnam tecordes, EE TER 
Gramina ouis yemors 4 fer, vaea flumin piſces 

Quits dendithicuellter cara medal pe of 
0 _- 4niDi \nofiri Ftp gory ! 
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I Woktabouk if any would reptie, - 

(Griefebeſt is pleaſde with parrners in hisplaining) / 
The Damſell gone, ſaw no creaturenye,- '. : (ning: 
Saue trees and ſtones which could nor know my mca- 


To whom ſhrill Eccho in pittic of.my paine, ' 
Records my woes,and tels them o're againe. 


And now the nightwith dackenesouer-ſpred, 

Had drawne her ſablecurtaines orethe carth, 

And from her cole-blacke melancholy bed, 

Sent foggie miſts and filthie vapours foorth , 
Whenhomel went poore,haples,and forlorne, 
Curling the day thateuer1 was borne. 


O blacke Deſpaire,foule Tot of faithfull Loye, 

Blaſting our hopes,cre they begin to bud, 

| Whoſe :dogged naturepittiecannotmoue, 

Norou ght can pacifie but humane blood : 
Athouſandrimesthouend'ſta wretched life, 

Which liucsagaineto pinein further ſtrite. 


|  eAcolaftur bis after-wit. Sled 
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The Nimphes and Satyrsin theirayric bowres, 
Danſed their Chorws,but it would not pleaſe me, | 
No paſtures;walkes,nor wreath of ſweeteſt flowres, 
No flacks,no friends,nor no delightcould caſe ine; 


Herdoome ispaſt,intreatie could norſtay it; | 
I oweDeſpaireadeath,and I muſt payit. | 


This plot,this place,this melancholy groue;, 

I ſingled outto lay my Cares to fleepe, 

Toend my life,and with my lifemy loue, 

Pitty not me (ſweetfriend) forbeare to weepe: 
Death chang'd to life I neuerſhall repent, 
That life is dead,thart liucs in diſcontent. 


The weary Sunne now ſettles in the Weſt, 
And time permits notſpeake whatTI was ment, 
This night I purpoſcthou ſhalt be my gueſt, 
He tell thee things perhaps tothy content, | 
Andc'reour Lambes lye downe to reſt tomorrow, / 
Ile finda falne to counterpoiſethy ſorrow. ; 


Exb, 
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